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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hurry, she’ll be here tomorrow,” Tabby ran past Hank with a handful of rags. 
 
    Hank groaned and scrubbed the sink harder. He was using steel wool and Comet, and his hands were raw from the day’s work. “I don’t see what the big deal is.” 
 
    “You will,” shouted his wife. 
 
    Hank put his weight on the steel pad and scoured the sink. It was already shiny, but his wife wanted it to be super shiny. 
 
    He heard the washing machine start up. They had washed every drape, every sheet, and it sounded like Tabby wanted to wash everything twice. 
 
    Several hours later, it was eleven at night, Tabby called a halt. Hank sank onto the couch in the living room. He was dead tired, and he still didn’t know what the big deal was. 
 
    “Why is your mother visiting such a big deal.” 
 
    Tabby sank down next to him, patted his leg and said, “Honey, you’ll find out tomorrow. But let me tell you, we’re doing this for you, you, and only you.” 
 
    He sighed. His muscles were sore and he stretched his arms. “Look, I’ve heard all the Mother-in-Law stories, how they’re ogres, how they eat their son-in-laws for breakfast, but she surely can’t be that bad.” 
 
    “Hank. Mom took a dislike to my sister Jenny’s husband, and when she was done with him…” she shook her head sadly. 
 
    “Oh, come on. I’m a nice guy, I get along with everybody. I’ll just dazzle her with wit and charm and she’ll be fine. 
 
    She looked at him. “Honey, that is the worst thing you could do. She doesn’t like men who laugh. She despises men who don’t follow directions. And if you get on her bad side…” 
 
    “What? You’ll leave me?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, no. But I don’t want to see you hurt.” 
 
    “Oh, come on,” he scoffed. 
 
    “Look, it’s only two weeks, then I’ll be home. But if you don’t toe the line for those two weeks…” 
 
    “Okay, okay. I’ll toe the line.” 
 
    “Good. Now, come on. This is going to be our last night for a couple of weeks.  
 
    They turned off the lights and headed for bed. 
 
    In the bedroom they divested themselves of clothes and popped into the shower. A quick back and forth scrub a dub and they were refreshed and ready to go. Hank jumped into bed and lay with his member shooting for the stars. 
 
    Tabby lay down next to him and grabbed his tool. “Nice. Does it do any tricks?” 
 
    “Roll over? Play dead?” he offered. 
 
    “Stand up? Squirt?” countered Tabby. 
 
    Hank rolled over on his wife, pinned her and tongued her boobs. 
 
    “Get off me you bully,” she pushed him. 
 
    He laughed and rolled over. She immediately grabbed his cock and squeezed it. “Sucker!” 
 
    “Aiee!” he yelped. 
 
    Then she was down between his legs, slapping his balls and sucking on the head of his penis like it was a lollipop. For long minutes they tantalized each other, playing with each other’s sex organs until they were at a fever pitch. Finally, he slipped it into her hole and she gasped and grabbed him and hung on. 
 
    “Take it, baby. Take it!” He rammed it in and jerked it out. He twisted his hips in a corkscrew and ran his pecker along the edges of her pussy. 
 
    Tabby took it, and gave it back. And she gave it back good. “Give me those balls!” she managed to get a ball in each hand, and it felt like she was bouncing them on the floor. Or her ass. 
 
    Hank groaned and felt that deep down surge of urge that presaged a massive cum. 
 
    Tabby felt him go over the edge. She wrapped her legs around his back and squeezed. 
 
    “Gah! Gah!” he gurgled as semen shot up his shaft. 
 
    “Gahhhh!” 
 
    Tabby held on and waited. 
 
    Hank came down. He was breathing hard and his penis was shrinking. “God, you’re good. Did you cum?” 
 
    “Not necessary.” 
 
    “Honey! You know I like it when you cum, too!” 
 
    “Sorry, but I’m too worried about you and Mom.” 
 
    He rolled on his side and propped an elbow under his ear. 
 
    “Look. I’ve met an old lady or two in my life. I’ve got a mother and aunts and…I know my way around an old biddy.” 
 
    Tabby groaned at his language. He better not say that to her mother. 
 
    “I guarantee, by the time you get back I’ll have her eating out of my hand.” 
 
    “Hank,” she got up and grabbed a towel to wipe his goo from her snatch. “There’s something you don’t know about Mother.” 
 
    “And what’s that?” 
 
    “She uses sex.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She uses sex to cow men.” 
 
    “Are you saying she’s going to fuck me?” His voice rose. He was incredulous. 
 
    “No. Well, maybe. Look, my cousin, Ronnie. He sassed off to her once, and she took him away for a week. When she brought him back he was a changed boy.” 
 
    “But I’m not a boy.” 
 
    “But she’s not just any old kind of Mother…or Mother-in-law. And—“ 
 
    “Honey, I’ll handle her.” 
 
    He was certain, he wouldn’t listen to her, and Tabby gave up and laid back. He would have to learn for himself. 
 
      
 
    They awoke early and got ready to go to the airport. Tabby dressed in the nines. Her best dress, nylons, a full job of make up, her highest heels. 
 
    Hank just chuckled, and he came out of the bedroom wearing cargo pants. And they weren’t even pressed. 
 
    “Oh, Hank! You can’t…you have to put on some slacks! And a jacket!” 
 
    “I’m not getting dressed up at seven in the morning on a Saturday.” 
 
    “But Mother expects certain standards and—“ 
 
    “This is my house, and she’ll have to go along with my standards.” 
 
    Tabby groaned and put her face in her hands. She looked up and made a final effort. “Hank. My Mother is a very powerful woman. If she starts in on you—“ 
 
    “Then I’ll handle her. Now, are you all packed?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Then I’ll go get your suitcases and let’s get gone.” He grinned. “We don’t want to keep your mommy waiting.” 
 
    “Oh, God! Hank! Don’t you ever even think of her as ‘Mommy!’ She is a strict person and insists on proper address. You can, once I’ve introduced you, call her Mrs. Dumont. Or, if she prefers, which means if you have earned it…Sally. It may take years before you earn the privilege of calling her Mother.” 
 
    Hank scoffed. Mrs. Dumont. Mother. Hunh!” 
 
    Tabby shook her head and Hank loaded her suitcases. 
 
    Tabby’s Mother was flying in, and two hours later Tabby would be flying out. They would have an hour to sit in a restaurant and get to know each other. It wasn’t ideal, but that’s just how the flights worked out. 
 
    Tabby picked up her cell phone, her charger, and looked around the house. There’s was a nice house in the suburbs. And Hank was a good person, though a little bit too familiar with people for his own good. 
 
    Oh, he never said anything deliberately offensive, but he certainly raised eyebrows and could even put people on edge with his free wheeling conversation. One time he asked a liberal if Bill Clinton really wore a dress. That was a rough one to get past. And then there was the time he was talking with a group of Republicans and mentioned that he had it, on good authority, that Trump cheated at golf. She had worried that the Republicans would pull out their pistols and pistol whip her husband for that one. 
 
    He was a nice guy, a wonderful provider, but…his mouth. It got him in trouble. 
 
    Sighing, she closed the door and headed for the car. 
 
    Hank was already in the buggy, warming it up, and she was afraid this two week visit by her mother was going to turn into a disaster. 
 
      
 
    Hank and Tabby strode through the airport. Tabby had one small suitcase, a carry on, and Hank pulled two rolling suitcases. 
 
    They hurried past kiosks and through the crowds, and Tabby worried the whole way. “I hope, I hope, I hope…” she virtually chanted. 
 
    They arrived…late. Sally Dumont was sitting in a chair and glaring. 
 
    She was a matron if ever there was one. She wore a tight dress, buttoned to the top and skirted to the bottom. She had a heavy chest, grey hair, and a piercing gaze. Her hair was in a bun, she was holding an umbrella, had a big cloth purse next to her, and she wore, Hank couldn’t believe it, short high heels that looked like the witch’s shoes in the Wizard of Oz. 
 
    Hank hung back while Tabby greeted her mother. 
 
    “Mother, I am so sorry for making you wait. No excuse, traffic was rough, but we should have left earlier. 
 
    The older woman sniffed, touched her cheek to her daughter’s and glared at Hank. 
 
    Hank didn’t feel like smiling at he old biddy, but he plastered a big one on his face and stepped forward. 
 
    “This is my husband, Henry, whom we call Hank.” 
 
    Hank allowed slight shift of the eyes at his wife over the ‘Henry’ comment, but quickly returned them to his mother-in-law. 
 
    His mother-in-law had noted the shift of eyes, however, and her chin rose a fraction. It was now as if she was looking done her nose at him. 
 
    Holy crap, thought Hank. I’m going to have to put up with this? 
 
    He said, “I’ve been looking forward to meting you,” and he held out his hand. 
 
    His hand might as well have been a week old fish. The older lady looked at it, sniffed, and turned to her daughter. “We should sit and talk.” 
 
    There was a restaurant across the way and they headed for it, and then commenced a difficult hour for Hank. 
 
    First, his mother-in-law, insisted upon a booth far from the entrance. Second, she insisted Hank and Tabby sat next to each other, across from her. Third, it was like talking to a disciplinarian from the German army of 1870. She had clipped speech, she offered little demanded much, and she stared at Hank like he was a week old fish. A rotten, week old fish. 
 
    Still, Hank tried. “As Tabby said, I go by Hank. What would you prefer? Sally? Mom? Something else?” 
 
    She took a long time before answering, and then it was as if the words were coins and she was a miser. “Mrs. Dumont in a social setting. Ma’am will suffice when we are alone.” 
 
    Tabby gave an almost inaudible groan. Things weren’t going the way she wanted.. 
 
    Hank blinked, and he couldn’t let it alone. “We’re going to be living together for the next couple of weeks. Wouldn’t it be easier if I called you Sally?” 
 
    For a long moment it felt like ice cubes were exuding from the woman’s eyes. Hank thought she might be waiting for him to freeze, then the waitress arrived and took their orders for coffee, and tea for Mrs. Dumont. 
 
    From that point on everything was downhill. 
 
    Oh, Mrs. Dumont and her daughter had a good conversation, but Hank might as well have been out the door and in the backyard. 
 
    “Terrible flight. No courtesy. The young people these days…” 
 
    “That’s awful, Mother. But Hank has been working hard to fix up a room for you. I’m sure you’ll be comfortable, and… 
 
    Hank quickly learned that efforts at speech would not be tolerated. By the third time he had been frosted over he knew he was going to need a lot of alcohol over the next few weeks. This old hen was a real rooster. 
 
    The hour came to a close, eventually, and they exited the restaurant and escorted Tabby to her flight. At the check in counter Tabby again touched cheeks with her mother and said, “I am so glad you decided to visit. You’ll get to know Hank as I have, and you’ll have a wonderful time.” 
 
    Mrs. Dumont sniffed, and gave a wan smile that might have been a grimace, then Tabby was past check in and disappearing down the tunnel. 
 
    Hank turned to his Mother-in-Law. “We should see to your luggage.” 
 
    Mrs. Dumont held out a handful of tickets abruptly and Hank instinctively brought his hand up. 
 
    “Bring the car up first.” 
 
    Not much else to do about it, Hank escorted her to the front walk, then headed into the parking lot for his car. The whole way he was wondering what he had let himself in for. 
 
    She had four bags, and they were all heavy. Hank made multiple trips, managed to squeeze three suitcases into the trunk, and went to put the fourth in the back seat, but Mrs. Dumont was already sitting there. Her lips were tight and she stared straight ahead. 
 
    Sighing, Hank put the fourth suitcase in the front seat, hopped behind the wheel and headed for home. 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Dumont said virtually nothing the whole way home. She stared out the window, or at the back of Hank’s head, and…waited. That was the only word for her attitude. Waiting. 
 
    They arrived home and Hank escorted her in, showed her the guest bedroom, then began bringing suitcases in. When he rolled the first of the big suitcases in she was not in her room. 
 
    “Uh, Mo…Mrs. Dumont?” 
 
    “Bring the suitcases down here.” 
 
    She was in his bedroom. 
 
    “But this is my room!” 
 
    “It will do. Put the suitcase right there.” 
 
    Hank stood, dumfounded, and stared at the old harridan. 
 
    “Well?” she snapped. 
 
    “But… I don’t think you understand. This is my room. You’ll be sleeping in the guest room. Me live here. You guest. Do you understand?” 
 
    Mrs. Dumont gave a slight snort, opened her big handbag and pulled out a gun. She shot him. 
 
      
 
    Hank’s body began to shake, his cock went erect. He couldn’t move, and his penis started to pulse. He felt that white hot ignition in his groin and his cock began to spew out sperm. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whined, falling to his knees and grabbing his groin. He kept cumming and cumming and his pants turned dark in front. Then he was on his side, moaning. 
 
    It was crazy, insane, and the most severe orgasm he had ever had. He lay on his side and just looked out of his eyes and tried to figure out what had happened. 
 
    Mrs. Sally Dumont, Ma’am, his mother-in-law, ignored him. She  put the gun on the bed and opened her big purse again. This time she lifted out a large cat. It must have been twenty pounds, a round ball of striped fur and the most evil eyes that Hank had ever seen. She placed the cat on the bed, then sat down on the bed and petted the cat and waited for Hank to recover. 
 
    Hank struggled to his feet. He looked down at the mess in his lap in disgust. 
 
    “You may fetch my bags, then clean yourself up. As you haven’t moved your rsonals yet you may use this bathroom,” she indicated the bathroom to the side. “But there had better not be so much as a hair left behind. I will not tolerate a begrimed individual.” 
 
    “What…what did you do?” He was holding on to a dresser. His knees were shaking and he didn’t have the strength to stand on his own. 
 
    Mrs. Dumont held up the pistol. It wasn’t large, but it was black, and it didn’t have the features of a normal gun. It was sleeker, like a pocket .22, but futuristic in design. 
 
    “This is my orgasm gun. I expect you to be polite and attend to me with enthusiasm. If not…” she leveled the pistol at him and made a  silent ‘pow!’ with her mouth. 
 
    “An orgasm…what? You’ve got to be kidding. We don’t allow guns in our house, and—“ 
 
    She shot him again. A quick pull of the trigger and his legs gave out. His penis went erect, he lay on the floor and cum spurted from him. He already had a mess in his pants, and it got even messier. 
 
    “Gah! Gah!” He ejected semen and his hips jerked and his eyes rolled back in his skull. If anything, he produced more semen than the first time. 
 
    She waited patiently while he recovered. At last he rolled over and struggled to his knees. He was directly in front of her, and she motioned with the pistol at him. “Just stay where you are while we have our little chat.” 
 
    Chat? Oh, fuck! What the fuck! But he stayed on his knees, and actually sank back tot he zen position. 
 
    “My husband, God bless his soul, invented the Orgasm Gun before he died. You have already experienced its effects. If you would not experience the ‘bullets’ it shoots, then you will follow my instructions at all times. You will, very shortly, learn to anticipate my wishes. Once you have done that we can have a wonderful visit.” 
 
    Hank wanted to say something, but he was still weak. Mrs. Dumont saved him the trouble of responding by continuing. “The gun will not result in lasting harm. However, just aa a real orgasm, induced by flesh, leaves one in a weakened state of lassitude, the Orgasm Gun drains a bit of your life force from you. The most amazing thing is that you will not be drained completely, and you will produce prodigious amounts of semen. Repeated use of the gun will leave you in a more and more weakened state until you slip into a temporary coma. IQ tests have revealed that should you require such administration of orgasmic force you will lose approximately one IQ point for each coma. Do you understand what I am saying? Say ‘yes, ma’am’ if you do.” 
 
    Hank did not want to say yes, ma’am. He would rather have been in a room full of gays saying ‘fuck me up the butt,’ but his mouth moved, he couldn’t take a chance on being made to cum again, and a ‘yes, ma’am’ squeaked out of him. 
 
    “Excellent. Then fetch my bags and clean yourself up. We have a lot to do.” 
 
    Hank struggled to his feet and staggered towards the door. His head was throbbing with a very slight dose of pain. He retrieved her bags. 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Dumont sat on the side of the bed and stroked her big cat, whose name was Mr. Khan. Mr. Khan purred, a raspy thing worthy of a mountain lion, and watched Hank with gleaming, yellow eyes. 
 
    When Hank had the rest of her luggage lined up against one wall in a very precise and prescribed position, he said, “I need to clean myself off.” 
 
    She raised her eyes to him, “Say ‘ma’am. when you address me.” 
 
    Oh, it galled, but he gritted his teeth and said, “Ma’am, I need to clean up now.” 
 
    “So clean up.” 
 
    “But…I will be getting naked.” 
 
    “I have seen a penis before. Probably not one as small as yours, but get on with your ablutions. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “I know. I’ll see you. I don’t care, and I suggest you stop blathering before my patience wears out.” She placed a hand on the butt of her orgasm gun. 
 
    Hank turned to leave the room. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    He turned, “To use the other bathroom.” 
 
    “You will use this one. And remember, not one, single hair.” She actually waggled a finger at him. 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    She picked up her gun and pointed it at him. “Strip.” 
 
    Quickly, he stripped off his clothes, and was surprised to find out that he had a hard on. He looked at it and his mouth opened. 
 
    “You will find that repeated uses of the Orgsm Gun will leave you in a priapic state. Your penis will shrivel by this evening. Maybe.” 
 
    “You, but…” 
 
    She pointed at the bathroom with her chin, and he quickly scampered towards the little room. 
 
    Hank soaped and sighed. The water felt good. He wondered about the orgasms he had just suffered. 
 
    He liked a good orgasm. Of course, he did, but these orgasms were so much more intense that the pleasure quickly ratcheted into…not exactly pain…but a pleasure too much. 
 
    And the second one had, in spite of him being ‘drained’ seconds before, had been even worse. Bad enough that he had no desire to suffer a third orgasm. 
 
    He looked down at his prick. It was stiff and red, and it was, incredibly enough, dripping. As if his body didn’t agree with him and wanted those intense orgasms. 
 
    He tried stroking it. Though it was dripping he didn’t feel he could rub one off. 
 
    Sighing, he rinsed, and then inspected the shower stall for ‘not so much as a hair.’ Finally, he got out and dried himself off. Halfway through rubbing his body Mrs. Dumont stepped into the doorway. 
 
    “We do not need wet floors. You will dry off in the shower, and make sure you dry your feet off before you place them outside the shower. I trust you can managed to stand on one foot?” She spoke drily, and it embarrassed him. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    She smiled a tight smile. “Yes, Henry?” 
 
    “By what right do you come into my house and…and shoot me with that thing?” 
 
    “By right of marriage. You have a marital contract with my daughter. I am here to see that you adhere to the spirit of that contract, that you become well behaved and deserving of her attentions. I have placed your uniform on the bed. Make sure the floor is dry before you come out. I will be in the kitchen making a small repast.” 
 
    Hank’s mouth opened and closed. But she was gone. 
 
    Feeling like he had just lost a war, and not just a battle, Hank turned to clean up the bathroom. As he used the towel to wipe and blot water, he considered his options. 
 
    He could leave. He could go live in a hotel for two weeks. That didn’t sit well with him because, dammit, this was his house. 
 
    He could call the police. Heck, what could she do? Shoot them with an orgasm gun? Thinking about it, she realized that was actually a possibility. She was that insane. 
 
    No, he was going to have to go through this…this assault on his person. He would survive the two weeks and Tabby would return and everything would be fine. Once she was back by his side, a witness to the old battle ax’s atrocities, he could boot that bitch out. And, man, did he want to plant a size ten on her fat ass and watch her sail! 
 
    Mentally fortified, Hank stepped out of the bathroom and crossed to the bed. A uniform, eh? He stopped, blinked, and stared at the clothes he was expected to wear. 
 
    A maid’s outfit. Complete with bra and panties and…and a corset! And high heels! And even mesh nylons! What the… 
 
    Hank turned and headed for the kitchen. It was time to have this out. 
 
    He stomped into the kitchen, naked, his penis out thrust and dripping, and snarled, “I’m not going to wear that…that thing! Those things! I’m a man! Dammit! And—“ 
 
    She pointed the gun and pulled the trigger. 
 
    Hank started to spew semen before he hit the floor. His mind was a maze of white hot explosions. He lay and his body kept jerking and twitching. 
 
    Mrs. Dumont picked up the sandwich she had been cutting the crust off of and sat down at the table. 
 
    Hank lay on his side, quivering, his eyes rolled back, a big puddle of squirtem on the floor by his crotch. 
 
    She ate in a most tidy fashion. Touching a prim tongue to her fingers when required, taking small, ladylike bites.  
 
    When Hank had recovered enough, which meant that his eyeballs had stopped rolling and his hips had stopped jerking and only the slightest bit of drool was seeping from his still erect and now even more red and pulsing cock, she said, “I will not suffer such rudeness. Especially from the likes of you. Stomping in here like your penis is a threat,” Hank didn’t really understand that remark, but he was listening. Oh, baby, was he listening. “Now, if you wish to leave you may. Right now. As you are. Everything in this house is your wife’s property, and you will take none of her property with you. If you wish to return in two weeks and beg for re-entry, that is your prerogative. But if you leave I will likely overstay my visit to console my poor daughter. Married to such a wastrel. Humph! 
 
    “Now then, you will accouter yourself properly, or I will shoot you until you are a blithering idiot. Your decision.” 
 
    Hank rolled over, looked at the ceiling, breathed, and gathered what little strength he had left. He rolled again and got to his hands and knees. Mrs. Dumont continued to take little nibbles of her sandwich. 
 
    He managed to gain his feet, one hand was on the counter, the other one was on his waist. He sank a little bit, as if collapsing, turned, and then sprang for her. It was a good try. He flew through the air, but he hadn’t counted on Mrs. Dumont’s lightening reflexes. She flipped the gun out faster than Billy the Kid and shot him.  
 
    Hank crumpled mid flight, and slid on the floor. He came to a rest with his nose at her witchy high heels. 
 
    She continued eating. 
 
    He had just enough awareness left to hear her say, “Very well. You wish to do this the hard way.” She shot him again. 
 
    He groaned, semen poured out, and his body was incapable of any action. 
 
    A minute later he looked around in a daze, realized where he was. Looked up at her and…she shot him again. 
 
    He barely moaned as the surges started in his groin. It felt like his balls were exploding and even more semen poured forth. He was aware of his body jerking back and forth, spasms, as he emptied his fourth load in an hour. 
 
    …came to…in kitchen…her shoes at his nose…he turned and looked up and remembered, and…she shot him. 
 
    Blink…aware…bang! A silent bang, but a bang in his mind. A gun shooting him, and white hot pleasure overwhelmed him and he felt like he was swirling down a drain. 
 
    Bang. 
 
    A moment of understanding. 
 
    Bang. 
 
    And bang and bang! 
 
      
 
    Hank awoke on his own bed. His eyes opened and he stared at the ceiling. It was a nice ceiling. He remembered watching it when Tabby sat on him. Tabby. A nice memory. 
 
    He moved a hand, and realized he was wearing something. Something restrictive. 
 
    He moved his head, which caused somebody somewhere to moan, and looked at his body. 
 
    The uniform. The short dress with the chiffon underskirt. Mesh nylons. High heels, and the high heels were locked onto his feet with little padlocks. And he was wearing a bodice with…with…tits! 
 
    She had dragged him up here and dressed him! 
 
    He sat up and bent his head and was stunned to see that above the bodice he was wearing a puffy blouse, and the blouse was thrusting out with…with tits! 
 
    He put his hands on his new boobs and blinked. Not real. Falsies. What the fuck? 
 
    He started to get off the bed, but found that his waist was not very bendable and he slid onto the floor. 
 
    A corset. He was wearing a corset! 
 
    He rolled over, got his hands and knees under himself and stood. And wavered and almost fell. The high heels! 
 
    He grabbed one of the bed posts and held himself up. 
 
    The bodice, which was almost like another corset, was fastened in the back. He contorted and tried to reach the back to pull on a lace or something, and touched…a padlock! 
 
    He was locked into the fucking clothes! 
 
    And under his clothes his penis was even harder than before! It throbbed in the most insistent manner and he could feel a long drool of semen touch his legs, then adhere. 
 
    He staggered around, then moved out of the bedroom. down the hall, down the stairs, which was an adventure and a half in high heels, and to the kitchen.  
 
    “Henry.” 
 
    He stopped and turned. She wasn’t in the kitchen, she was in the living room. She was sitting in a chair, quite prim, Mr. Khan purring in her lap. The big cat opened its eyes and sneered at Hank. 
 
    “What have you…” 
 
    “Say ma’am.” 
 
    “Ma’am, what have you done to me.” 
 
    “I have prepared you for your chores. I suggest you get to them, as you won’t be allowed sleep until you are done.” 
 
    He realized then that she was a strong woman. She had lugged his unconscious body through the house, up the stairs, and lifted him onto his bed. Then she had managed to dress him. Completely. 
 
    “You may start in the kitchen, clean up the mess you made, and report back to me for further instructions.” 
 
    His mouth opened and closed like a talkative fish. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Henry, you are already down one IQ point. You will find yourself struggling to remember certain words for the next week or so. Then you will stabilize, but you will be stupider. I suggest you not go for a second IQ point. It is very possible for you to end up as a blithering idiot. I don’t believe my daughter would want to stay married in that circumstance. 
 
    Hank turned slowly. Half way through the turn he heard Mrs. Dumont say, “You really must learn to curtsy.” 
 
    But his mind wasn’t working all that well. He walked towards the kitchen. 
 
    “And straighten your back. You don’t want to appear slovenly. 
 
    In the kitchen he found a couple of rags, it took an effort to remember where they were, and he managed to get get down on his hands and knees and start scrubbing.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Hank worked until 12 that night. He cleaned the kitchen, not just his mess, but everything in the kitchen. The dishes and silverware, the cupboards, under the sink, everywhere. 
 
    “But we just cleaned everything yesterday! For your visit!” 
 
    “There was a mess on the floor. If there was a mess in one place, there is likely a mess in another place.” 
 
    “But I just made that mess!” 
 
    “Don’t quibble.” 
 
    And he cleaned. And he didn’t just clean, he scrubbed, with a scouring pad and cleanser, and rinsed, and wiped, and if she saw so much as a waterspot he had to do it again. 
 
    Finally, at midnight Mrs. Dumont yawned, fanned her face, and said, “Come along, Henry. Time to tuck you in.” 
 
    Exhausted, he had been scrubbing the kitchen since they got home at eleven, he dragged himself through the hallway and down to his new bedroom. Thirteen hours of elbow grease with no respite. Gad! 
 
    Mrs. Dumont disappeared into his old bedroom. 
 
    He started to get undressed, got the bodice off, then realized that he couldn’t continue. He quickly trotted down the hall and tapped on Mrs. Dumont’s door. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I, uh…I can’t get undressed.” 
 
    There was a sigh, then the sound of her crossing the room. She opened the door and Hank blinked. 
 
    She had taken off her dress and was standing there in a slip. 
 
    She was thick, but not fat. Her breasts were amazingly large. Her nipples were the biggest he had ever seen, and they poked out through the thin material. 
 
    “Really,” she said in disgust. “You should have thought of this before I retired.” 
 
    “But I…you just…” 
 
    “Yes?” She glared at him. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said. He couldn't take his eyes off her boobs. Tabby had world class tits, but these were super world class. 
 
    “Well, let’s get this over with.” She went to the dresser and picked up a key. She returned and handed it to him. “I trust you can undress yourself?” Like he was a child. A not very intelligent child. 
 
    “Well, the, uh…corset…I might need help.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord!” She brushed past him, went down the hall and into his room. He trailed along, staring at her ass. She was middle aged, but he had never seen an ass so toned and well formed. A super world class ass. 
 
    She turned him around and unlocked the padlocks. She turned him back to the front, and took the garment off him. 
 
    He was inches from her, and she was half undressed. Just the thin slip and those incredible boobs. Because of the orgasm gun he was horny and his dick was sticking up under the dress. In fact, it had been rubbed by the dress material all day. Standing up, kneeling, his dick was stimulated, dripping, and…it shot through his mind…she didn’t have her orgasm gun. 
 
    But there was a contradiction here. He wanted to pick her up and throw her down, but his cock was ripe, dripping, pointing right at her half clad figure. 
 
    She looked up at him and got it right away. The look in his eyes, the change in his breathing pattern. 
 
    It didn’t bother her at all. She just snorted and said, “Men!” 
 
    She dropped the corset on the floor. He stared at her and she turned around and left the room. 
 
    He couldn’t believe the lust building in him. He realized it was the orgasm gun. It was making him orgasm, but it was also making him horny. Every time she shot him he drooled and dribbled and came his brains out, and wound up hornier than before! 
 
    So horny…would he reach the point where he would force his attentions on her? It was a stunning thought, and a real possibility. 
 
    Her voice came down the hall. “Put your clothes away. Straighten up before you sleep.” 
 
    Dazed by the thoughts in his head he finished undressing. He took off the dress, unlocked the shoes and peeled off the nylons. 
 
    He dropped everything on the floor and he was so tired that he didn’t bother picking anything up. He just fell on the bed and conked out. 
 
      
 
    He was walking down the aisle of a plane. The plane was moving, and he was looking for Tabby. He saw her several rows ahead.  
 
    “Ma’am? Is this seat taken?” 
 
    Tabby looked up and grinned, “You decided to come with me!” 
 
    “Hey, anything to get away from Mommy.” 
 
    Tabby frowned. “Don’t call her that, Hank.” 
 
    “Mommy, Mommy, Mommy!” he chanted, putting his carry on in the overhead. 
 
    “Don’t! You don’t know about mother. She’ll get you back.” 
 
    “Not 30,000 feet up she won’t.” 
 
    He plopped down into the seat and— “OW!” He leaped up and rubbed his butt. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Somebody left a tack on the seat!” 
 
    But they didn’t see anything. 
 
    Hank plopped down and— “OW!” He leaped up and rubbed his butt. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Somebody left a tack on the seat!” 
 
    But they didn’t see anything. 
 
    Hank plopped down and— “OW!” He leaped up and rubbed his butt. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Somebody left a tack on the seat!” 
 
    But they didn’t see anything. 
 
    And he kept sitting down and jumping up and rubbing his butt, and then it hurt! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” he yelped, coming awake. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He rolled over, scrambled away. Mrs. Dumont was standing next to the bed in her slip. She was holding a thick belt and spanking him with it.  Her large breasts jounced with every stroke. 
 
    “Awake, eh? Good! You didn’t pick up your clothes!” 
 
    Him out of reach, and her done, she stood back and folded her arms under her monster tits, the belt hung over her forearm. 
 
    He broke. He leaped for her. 
 
    She drew her pistol faster than Wyatt Earp and…POW! 
 
    Well, it was silent, but his head translated it as a ‘pow.’ 
 
    His outstretched arms turned rubbery and dropped, his trajectory turned into a nose dive and he burrowed into the floor. His hips were jerking back and forth and his penis began squirting semen wildly. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered, as he slowly came back to himself. 
 
    Dimly, he wondered why he hadn’t tried to jump her the night before, when she hadn’t had that stupid orgasm gun. 
 
    “Now that that foolishness is done,” she announced. “Clean up your room. I will be preparing breakfast in the kitchen.” 
 
    She strolled out of the room. 
 
    He gathered his clothes of the day before and stuffed them into drawers and hampers, then realized he better be careful and fold items that went into drawers. Man, he really didn’t want to get shocked again. 
 
    Finally, not knowing what to wear, he walked out to the kitchen. “Ma’am? Am I supposed to wear something.” 
 
    She sniffed. “Such a silly question. But eat now and we’ll dress you after.” 
 
    She was sitting at the table. She had a big plate with bacon and eggs, waffles with a big cube of butter on them and drenched in syrup. A big glass of orange juice sat next to her plate. 
 
    She ate delicately, small forkfuls. 
 
    He was self conscious, being naked, but she was only wearing a slip, and so what if his cock was big and red and dripping? 
 
    “May I sit here?” He indicated the seat across from her. 
 
    “Please,” she responded politely. 
 
    He sat down, and confronted an orange and a hard boiled egg. 
 
    “You carry much too much weight on you,” she explained. 
 
    Hank stared at the egg. Not even any salt. He picked it up and nibbled at it. He couldn’t take his eyes off her plate. Then his eyes raised to her bosom, and he couldn’t take his eyes off that. 
 
    She was watching him. she shook her head and muttered, “So predictable.” 
 
    Then he saw it. Her gun. Laying on the side of the table. 
 
    She saw him see it and said nothing. 
 
    He was frozen. The orgasm gun. If he could get a hold of that her hold on him would be broken! Heck, he could shoot her and see how she liked it! 
 
    “Do you feel lucky? Punk?” she quoted Clint Eastwood with a smile. 
 
    He did. He snatched for the gun, and she didn’t even try to beat him. He pointed it at her, his finger on the trigger. 
 
    She watched him with no expression, continued eating her breakfast. 
 
    “Now, you bitch!” he snarled, and he pulled the trigger.               
 
    His body spasmed so hard his hips hit the table and he twisted over and sprawled on the floor. It was the worst, or best, orgasm he had had yet. His body was racked and shivers ran up and down his spine. It felt like he had sat on the San Francisco earthquake, and he was aware of a smell. He had shat himself. He had cum so hard he had lost control of his bowels. And in spite of the rupturing rapture shivering through his body he was squirting. His penis stiffened so hard pain shot back into him, and big globs of cum spewed out. 
 
    Mrs. Dumont continued eating. When he was back to himself, as much back as he could be considering what had just happened to him, she leaned down and pried the gun out of his fingers. “It is calibrated only to my hand.” She placed a fork of syrupy waffle into her prim mouth and chewed, then: “Best eat while you can. We might not have time later on. 
 
    He moved his body, groaned, sat back on his ass, bent over on all fours, struggled to his shaky legs. He sat down and looked at his boiled egg and orange. Moving slowly, like an old man, he began to eat. 
 
    He cleaned his room that day. He cleaned it because, as Mrs. Dumont said, ‘If there is a mess somewhere there is likely to be more mess elsewhere.” 
 
    He scrubbed all the furniture. He vacuumed the rugs. He lugged the mattress out and stood them on side and beat them with a tennis racket. 
 
    Some of the time Mrs. Dumont watched him. 
 
    Some of the time she ignored him.  
 
    Noon passed. No lunch. 
 
    He washed the bedding. Twice. He cleaned the uniform from the day before. 
 
    He worked naked until the uniform was done, then she locked him into it again. 
 
    “You are such a lucky man, to have clothes. You are fortunate.” 
 
    Yeah. Fortunate. With an orgasm gun ready to blast him into stupifying squirts and long, drawn out, shivering orgasms. 
 
    His real lessons started that evening, however. 
 
    Dinner was a small turkey patty and a salad. She ate a mouth watering steak with a giant baked potato. The potato was split into four and had a cube of butter in it and was smothered in steak drippings. 
 
    As they ate she began his lectures. 
 
    “Men are inconsiderate creatures. They do a little work and then think they have the right to impregnate the world. Have you read the newspapers lately?” 
 
    He hadn’t. 
 
    “War in the mideast. Murders in the cities. Rape on colleges. Assault and battery. Thievery. All the evils of mankind, and the great majority of this hooliganism is perpetuated by men.” 
 
    “I never hurt anybody,” he muttered. 
 
    “You hurt your wife with your inconsiderate behavior. You are an uncouth lout with no manners. Your very existence is a bane upon civilized woman folk everywhere.” 
 
    He would have complained, but she was holding the orgasm gun. 
 
    “The cure, of course, is to educate you, and that is what I intend to do. For the next couple of weeks you will learn to behave yourself, act properly, and be a credit to your race.” 
 
    He wanted to say something,. He wanted to object, but he had had enough of being orgasmed. 
 
    Mrs. Dumont nodded. “Excellent. You’re learning to control that silly thing you call a tongue. She sipped a bit of wine and said, “There are far better uses for that implement of destruction you call a mouth.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She got up, “Do the dishes and report to me in the bedroom.” 
 
    He stared after her, finished his last forkful of salad, and began to clear the table. Fifteen minutes later the kitchen sparkling, he walked down the hall to what he thought was going to be the next lowest level of hell. 
 
    When he opened the door, however, he didn’t see whips and chains. He saw his bed, and reclining on the bed, odalisque fashion, was Mrs. Dumont. 
 
    His jaw dropped. 
 
    She was wearing a half bra, which didn’t support so much as show off her mammoth mammaries. A peignoir draped her frame, hanging open so that he could see her immense cleavage. Her pussy was front and center, shaved, a thin pink line with lips. 
 
    “What?” He blurted. 
 
    She patted the side of the bed. “Come here, Henry.” 
 
    Dazed worse than if he had been shot with the orgasm gun, he stumbled towards the bed. 
 
    “Sit down.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “I said sit!” 
 
    “But my wife!” 
 
    “Your wife knows what I am doing. Now sit down before I have to rob you of an IQ point. 
 
    He sat. Far away from her. 
 
    “Come closer.” 
 
    He edged slowly closer to the abundant woman. 
 
    Finally, he was close enough and she reached forward and placed a hand around his cock. 
 
    “Men think, just because they have a cock, that they know all there is to know about pleasing women.” 
 
    She stroked him, and his hands flailed a bit and wanted to brush her away, but he didn’t dare. 
 
    “If you wish to remain married you will have to learn how to please a woman. No longer can you be a slacker with a penis. You must earn the right to be a penis holder.” 
 
    “I want to stay true to my wife,” he burbled. “I don’t want to fuck you.” 
 
    “Oh, dear boy. And you think I wish to fuck you? To have your sad and inexperienced cock within the folds of my pleasure palace. Puh-lease!” 
 
    While she talked her hand was going up and down. On the down stroke her fist was slapping into his balls and he was grunting with each stroke. 
 
    “Now then, one of the things that you should be aware of is that, because you have been shot with the orgasm gun you won’t be able to squirt your pathetic semen. It is one of the anomalies of the gun. When shot you cum, doesn’t matter if you just came, the body is forced to manufacture and you squirt. That is probably why you are so weak after being shot. Your body has had vital essence ripped out of it. At any rate, you are empty, unless I choose to shoot you again. I think you will agree that stroking and being frustrated is more pleasurable than suffering another induced orgasm.” 
 
    That was the truth. but he couldn’t help but grit his teeth and try to push down there. Hopeless, but there it was. 
 
    “Now, the first to learn about eating a lady is anticipation. You don’t want to dive in and push your male face into the most delicate flower in the universe. You must not. You must take your time and perform adequately. Her pleasure depends upon your patience. Do you understand?” 
 
    He said he did. 
 
    “Okay, show me.” 
 
    He blinked and stared at her. 
 
    Moment of truth. 
 
    Talk the talk turned into walk the walk. 
 
    She laid on her back and opened her thighs. Two pillows were under her head so she could elevate her head sufficient to inspect his efforts. 
 
    “But, I…” 
 
    “Eat,” she warned him. 
 
    But he couldn’t. 
 
    And, she didn’t have the gun. He glanced around and saw the gun on the dresser. Maybe he couldn’t touch it, but at least she couldn’t touch it. She couldn’t shoot him. 
 
    She saw where he was looking and smiled. 
 
    “Very well.” She got off the bed and faced him. 
 
    He got up. Oddly, she was now closer to the orgasm gun than he, and she could have grabbed it and shot him. Instead, she merely stood where she was her arms slightly raised, as if she was holding a heavy bowl of fruit. 
 
    He started to edge towards the door. 
 
    She edged with him, and he saw that she would be able to cut him off. He was trapped. She smiled. 
 
    “Let me go,” he whispered. 
 
    “Through me, you pussy.” 
 
    He took a deep breath and moved towards the door. 
 
    She round kicked him in the belly and he oofed, the air left him, and he found himself sitting down on the floor. 
 
    Still, she didn’t head for the gun. She just waited for him. 
 
    He rubbed his belly and stood up. Okay. She knew some moves, but she was only a woman. She didn’t have his strength, his muscles, and now that she had struck him he could feel the mental gloves coming off in his mind. He was now willing to hit her. 
 
    He held his hands up, edged forward, towards the door, then shifted and threw a sizzling hook to her jaw. 
 
    She ducked, swatted the blow past, and punched him in the gut. 
 
    Fuck! He backed up, then, with a roar he rushed her. 
 
    She kicked him in the balls. Not hard, more to scare him than maim him. When he went down she threw herself on him, wrapped her legs around his neck and tightened her thighs. 
 
    She had one arm stretched out, and the other one tried to pry her legs off his throat. That arm batted ineffectually, and Mrs Dumont said, “The deadliest art in the world is one fashioned by grandmothers.  Generations of women dedicated to self defense. If a woman somewhere is abused the grandmothers seek her out and find out how she was abused. They discuss tactics and strategy, and develop the most vicious and effective way to deal with male attacks.” We sometimes call it ‘Granny Kung fu.’ 
 
    She punched the side of his face, and when he reacted she let go of his throat and slipped a leg over. He was in an armlock and she was leaning back. He could feel his arm being stretched, the ligaments starting to creak and come loose. 
 
    Suddenly, just when he was sure his arm was going to break into little pieces, she let go and spun around to a cross legged sitting position in front of him. 
 
    He was in tears now, and he rubbed his arm and tried to make it work. Very slowly he managed to move around, to sit up.  
 
    She sat, watching him, smiling and ready for whatever came next. the most amazing thing was that in her cross legged position her pussy was totally exposed.  
 
    Here it is. Come and get it! But he knew not just logically but in his heart of hearts, he better not try a damned thing. 
 
    “Now then,” she asked him. “Would you rather fight or fuck?” 
 
    Thoroughly beaten, Hank answered, “Fuck.” 
 
      
 
    He spent hours with his face in her cunt. He licked, he poked, he learned to use his fingers. She educated him as to which spot did what, what amount of pressure to apply, when to back off and when tp charge. 
 
    Through it all Mrs. Dumont maintained a professional face. When the pleasure became great she kept a lid on it. She complimented, she chastised, and on one occasion she spanked. 
 
    Hank was done resisting. He listened, and he tried to please. He felt terrible about having his face in his mother-in-law’s pussy, but he had no choice. 
 
    And she did explain to him that technically, no matter how much he might enjoy it, he was performing under duress. She didn’t call it rape, not outright, but they both knew what was happening. 
 
    Finally, the day done, she led the way out to the kitchen and had him prepare dinner. 
 
    He was so beaten, and, oddly, filled with energy, that he didn’t object, just made dinner as if in making dinner he was just following her lessons on how to eat pussy. 
 
    He cooked two steaks. Rib eye. And she showed him how to pound and salt, how to slice the tops, how to gauge the pink of the meat. 
 
    In between she had him peel and slice potatoes, and he spread them in a buttered pan and learned about heat and how to put a light brown to them. 
 
    Then she prepared a pair of drinks, good bourbon and Coke, and they sat and ate and drank, and it was almost companionable. 
 
    Oh, she didn’t deign speak to him, except for light instruction, and he was okay with that. He was starting to learn that there were things on earth that were not in his philosophy.” 
 
    After dinner she laid in front of the TV and had him give her a long back rub. She spoke to him of pressure points, of lines of energy, of thumbs and pressure and other matters that healed the body even as it excited it. 
 
    Then she had him lay down and she showed him. 
 
    Then she laid down and he received more instruction. 
 
    Finally, at eleven, she gave a ladylike yawn and bid him good night. 
 
    He politely asked for help in getting undressed, then he hung up his clothes and lay on his bed.. 
 
    His eyes were open. He had been abused of the superiority of males on this day. And he had learned. And, of course, his penis was erect and wet at the head. 
 
    What a day. And he was just about asleep when he heard Mrs. Dumont call. 
 
    “Henry.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    He rose and padded down the hall, his penis leading the way, his balls chunky full and ready to be unloaded. 
 
    The bedroom was dark, but he could make out her form on the bed. Naked. Sheets pulled back. 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    He did. He bent his head down and explored her vagina. He used his tongue as he had been taught. He licked the labia and sucked the clitoris. He held her buns and applied exactly the right amount of pleasure. 
 
    She began to moan. All day long she had held the pleasure back, but now it was time to let it go. She began to respond to his ministrations. She pushed her hips into his face. 
 
    He adjusted hold and pressure and laved her with his tongue. He lapped like a dog, licked like a kitten, and she crept up the scale of pleasure until it was obvious she was about to pop. 
 
    “Do it!” she cried. “Do me!” 
 
    He used his fingers for the finale, playing her pussy like it was a piano and he was the maestro. All her lessons paid off, and she began to cry out as the orgasm hit her. 
 
    “Oh…yes…yes! Please…God! Ohhh!” 
 
    Her pussy trembled under his lips, her thighs squeezed his face, but he kept at it, didn’t let off until he was sure she was done and coming down. Then he moved his face gently back. 
 
    “Oh…yes,” she sighed. 
 
    He slid out from his position. 
 
    “You may go now.” 
 
    Had he expected to fuck her? 
 
    But that hadn’t been in his lessons. 
 
    So he rose and slipped out of the room. 
 
    His cock was so hard he couldn’t lay on it. It was so hard he was afraid that if he bent it it would snap off. 
 
    So he lay on his back, his cock reaching for the ceiling, and waited for sleep. It was a long time in coming, he was so horny, but come it did. 
 
      
 
    He spent the next morning cleaning.Well, doing yard work. Dressed in his maid outfit he mowed, he trimmed, he sculpted bushes. 
 
    He prepared lunch, grilled cheese sandwiches with slices of bologna. Absolutely delicious, and he wondered why he had never developed a taste for these before, but the answer was obvious. He hadn’t known how to make them. 
 
    And everything tasted even better because he had, in some fashion, earned it. He was paying attention to detail, learning, and this enhanced his appreciation and made everything taste so delicious. 
 
      
 
    After lunch he reported to the bedroom. Mrs. Dumont was waiting, but she had a strict expression on her face. 
 
    “You must learn to come into a woman, but not come in her.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “It takes more to make a woman cum, and you must be willing to make that happen. Furthermore, it is very impolite of you to leave a mess in her without permission. 
 
    Respectfully, he pointed out, “I’m sorry. But men cum too easy. It’s hard not to cum. I don’t think I can do what you say.” Hurriedly, he added, “Not that I won’t try! I will, but…I don’t think I can.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I will assist you.” 
 
    She then proceeded to put him on the bed, and she kissed him. She was quite accomplished with her mouth. She had him gulping within minutes. Then she sat on him, impaled herself, and sank down. 
 
    He groaned with the pleasure. Her passage was velvety, soft and moist, a true stairway to heaven. 
 
    She watched him closely and slowly went up and down, corkscrewing, and she held his balls in her hands. 
 
    “I don’t…please…I’ve had enough. I’m going to …AHHHH!” 
 
    He shrieked as she twisted his nuts. He tried to throw her off, but she clung to him like a rodeo rider clings to a bucking bronco. 
 
    His erection, though it was on edge, immediately backed off, and without losing any length or girth. It stayed stiff, became even stiffer, and he went away from the edge. 
 
    “You see?” she smiled. “It’s easy. You just need a little discouragement. Let’s try again.” 
 
    He didn’t want to. He didn’t want his nuts twisted half off, but he couldn’t say no. And not just because she knew Granny Kung Fu and had an orgasm gun. Something in him had awoken and was telling him he’d better behave. 
 
    Again, she began to writhe and twist, rubbing his cock with her very tight pussy. He lasted longer that time, not by much, but it was progress. When she twisted his testicles he grunted and was able to back down easier. 
 
    And the next time was even easier. By the time the lesson was over and they were ready for dinner he was able to fuck her without cumming. No accidents, just a firm control over his own prick. 
 
    That night she called him into her bedroom again. She fucked him for a while, made sure he was able to control himself, then she turned herself over to his mouth manipulations. He ate voraciously and with abandon, finding a new sense of freedom, and even pride, in his new abilities. 
 
    She came, and she hugged his head to her pussy and groaned and told him what a wonderful pussy eater he was. 
 
    For the rest of the week, and the next, they worked on his skills. He never came. That would be untrue to his wife. But he made sure Mrs Dumont came. A lot. It gave him such a proud feeling to be a good lover, even at the cost of his own squirt. 
 
    Especially at the cost of his own squirt. 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I missed you!” Tabby hugged him, kissed his face, and turned to her mother. “Mother, thank you for visiting. It was so nice of you to help Hank hold the fort. 
 
    Her mother actually gave a wan smile. “Henry did fine.” 
 
    In mother speak that was a high compliment, and Tabby glanced at Hank. 
 
    Hank just gave a wan smile, and carried his mother-in-laws bags to her terminal. A half hour later Mrs. Dumont was sailing through the blue sky, and Hank and Tabby were returning home. 
 
    Tabby sighed, and couldn’t keep her eyes off her husband. He seemed different. A little cowed, which she expected, but also imbued with a sense of confidence. 
 
    That night, in bed, Hank went to work. First he spent an inordinate amount of time down between Tabby’s legs. He ate her to a cum, cuddled with her for the appropriate amount of time, then opened her up with his penis.  
 
    Masterfully, he brought her to peak after peak, and she began to have orgasm after orgasm. 
 
    Afterwards, her exhausted and him wide-eyed and happy, she asked, “Was it okay? My mother I mean?” 
 
    “It was wonderful,” he answered, then. “When do you think she’ll be able to visit us again?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But I’ll ask her. If it’s all right with you.” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She watched her husband for a long minute, then asked, “You’re different. And you didn’t cum. Don’t you want to cum?” 
 
    He smiled in the darkness and said, “Spank me when I’m bad, but don’t ever let me cum. 
 
    She hugged him and said, “Okay.” 
 
    And they slept. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    My name is Alex Trenton, and I didn’t mean for it to happen. In fact, even though I took the first step, I am not responsible. I am the victim here. 
 
      
 
    I was sitting at my computer, it was a Tuesday night. I had a bourbon and Coke I was sipping, and enjoying very greatly, and I was surfing porn. 
 
    I know, me bad, but Tanya, my wife, was at a convention for the week. I was all alone, and…and I was sitting there in my bathrobe, stroking my hog, getting all excited over the babes I was looking at.  
 
    Big breasts heaving, while some big-dicked stud plowed them. 
 
    Some cock tunneling between big breasts and shooting cream all over the delightful flesh. 
 
    Or, my favorite, big breasted woman on all fours, jerking back and forth, facing the camera so I could see those enormous hooters and those red, red lips. 
 
    Money shot after money shot, squirting over buttocks, boobs, gorgeous faces, and I was ready to shoot my own load. 
 
    DING! The box flashed up on my screen. I had a message. 
 
    I started to delete it and stopped. It was from…Mistress Mandy? 
 
    Mistress Mandy? Who the hell was that? 
 
    I didn’t recognize the name, but there was this little round picture of, get this, red lips, on the message. 
 
    I love red lips. And I know I shouldn’t have done it, you’re not supposed to open anything you don’t know on the web, I opened it. 
 
    The message read: 
 
      
 
    I saw you the other day and knew. 
 
    You are the perfect man. 
 
    I’ve been stalking you. 
 
    I want you to do something for me. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. Stalking? Out of the blue?  
 
    I went over all the women I had met over the past few weeks. 
 
    There were women at work. There were women on the street and in stores. But who, what woman, would pick a guy out at random and stalk him? 
 
    DING! 
 
    Please do something for me. 
 
    You have to. 
 
    I’ll die if you don’t. 
 
      
 
    She’d die? What the heck?  
 
    Merely a figure of speech. No intention. 
 
    But it was powerful, made me notice, made me not delete and block. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Who is this? 
 
      
 
    I sat back, sipped a bit of bourbon, and wondered. 
 
    Was it Marsha? That secretary at the office? I had flirted with her, but she knew I was married. 
 
    Or maybe some clerk at the grocery store. Maybe some young thing bagged for me, and now wanted to…’bag’ me. 
 
    My thoughts and fantasies were interrupted by… 
 
    DING! 
 
    It doesn’t matter. 
 
    I just know that you like porn, 
 
    and that we have the same tastes. 
 
      
 
    She knew my tastes? Maybe it was just a random porn advertisement, searching for a sucker. 
 
    No. There had been request for money. The internet always wants your money. 
 
    I typed: 
 
      
 
    What do you know about me? 
 
      
 
    I sure hoped some Russian hairball wasn’t sitting over in Moscow, drinking vodka and chuckling and thinking, ‘I got a bite!’ 
 
    DING! 
 
    I know you like big titted girls getting it doggy style. 
 
    I know you’re fascinated by men with breasts. 
 
    I know you look at all the sites  
 
    where men are dominated by woman. 
 
    I know you’ve had a deep interest 
 
    in meeting a mistress 
 
    who will take you where you want to go. 
 
      
 
    It was off the internet. Only somebody on the internet would know what I liked to surf. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Watch this! 
 
      
 
    A simple link. Did I dare click on it? What could it hurt? I wouldn’t get a virus unless I clicked on something on the site, just looking at something wasn’t going to hurt. 
 
    I clicked on the link. 
 
    A window opened, a title page, and I just about dropped my jaw all the way to the floor. 
 
    Mommy Compilation part four! 
 
    Casca and Ryan and…and all the other big titted mothers I had seen again and again. It was one of my favorites, but how had this ‘mystery messenger’, this ‘Mistress Mandy,’ known? 
 
    And I knew she, I hoped it was a she, was into my computer history. 
 
    And she wouldn’t even have to crack my computer. All she had to do was hack into my Google history, or some other source. 
 
    I was actually sweating at this point. 
 
    DING! 
 
    I need you to do something for me. 
 
    You’ll like it. 
 
      
 
    I’d like it? I’d like what? 
 
    And I was scared, but I was also so mind fucked that I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    I was being stalked. 
 
    But it was sex. 
 
    And I was drunk and horny. 
 
    I hadn’t gotten any for a week. My wife was away. 
 
    I stared as some cock exploded the white stuff all over Casca’s titties on the screen. Possibly the most perfect tits in the history of the world. 
 
    I looked down at my lap. I was stroking myself. I had stopped when the messages started, but somewhere along the road I had started stroking again. Probably when the Mommy Compilation opened up. 
 
    And I knew, it was the idea of the secret stalker. It was somebody, who I didn’t know at all, sending me sexy messages. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you want me to do? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Put on your wife’s clothes. 
 
      
 
    What!? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    You’re kidding. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    She’ll have a bra. Put it on. 
 
    Do you have condoms? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to answer, but I was compelled. This was getting too weird. 
 
    But it was a fantasy I had always had. Putting on a woman’s clothes. I had read every entry on Literotica about cross dressers.  
 
    Just the thought was making my boner even more erect. 
 
    I looked down at my lap. There was a drop of pre-cum sliding out of the head of my cock. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I have condoms. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Do it. 
 
    Now. 
 
    Please. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t bring myself to move. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    This is too weird. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I’m not asking you to cheat. 
 
    I just want you to enjoy yourself. 
 
    To do what you want to do. 
 
    Where’s the harm? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Who are you? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    You’ll never know if you don’t 
 
    put on that bra. 
 
    Put water in the condoms. 
 
    Place the condoms in the bra. 
 
      
 
    I sat there. I sipped. My dick was getting harder. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to cum. If I came I would lose my sexual urgency, and I wanted to keep it high. 
 
    I wanted to put that damned bra on. 
 
    I wanted to have tits, no matter how fake. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Please. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What do you get out of it? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    When I know that you are wearing that bra I will Jill off. 
 
    that is my reward for helping you. 
 
      
 
    It was a woman. She had said ‘Jill off’ instead of ‘Jack off.’ 
 
    But her reward was for helping me? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    Helping me? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Helping you find the truth of yourself. 
 
    Helping you give in to your secret urges. 
 
    Helping you realize that it’s okay… 
 
    to be a woman. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the words on the screen. I felt like I was apart from my body, and there was a faint scream way back in the basement of my skull. 
 
    I had never thought about being a woman. 
 
    But seeing these words on the computer, putting that together with the things I watched on the internet, the porn I read…did I want to try it? 
 
    Did this ‘phantom messenger’ know something about me that I didn’t know? That I needed to know? 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I’ll do it. 
 
      
 
    Before I was out of the swivel chair my screen dinged: 
 
    HURRY! 
 
      
 
    Fuck! I thought. What was I doing? What would Tanya think? I knew this was definitely beyond the limits of our relationship. 
 
    But it wasn’t like I was cheating. I was just…a little horny. 
 
    I’d do this, wack off, and see if I liked it. 
 
    I didn’t think about what would happen if I did like it. 
 
    I walked down the hall to my bedroom. I opened my wife’s drawer, then closed it. She would notice if I used something all folded and neat. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked in the hamper. 
 
    Bingo. A pink bra, and it looked like it was well worn, a little stretched. 
 
    I tried to put it on and couldn’t. Damned thing was weird. And I couldn’t reach up behind myself and fasten the clasps like I had seen Tanya do so easily. 
 
    Then I remembered. I had seen her method. I pulled it around my stomach and fastened it and then pulled it so the cups were in front and…cripes! The thing was inside out or something. 
 
    Of course. I mentally figured out the proper procedure, put the cups the right way, fastened it, pulled it around, and bingo. I was wearing her bra. 
 
    It was a little tight. She was more narrow than I. But not that tight. 
 
    And the boobs, thank God, were big. I’m one of those lucky guys that had a wife with big boobs. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and looked in a mirror. 
 
    A guy with a bra. Not sexy. But then why was my peter bouncing like a puppet on strings? 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and got out two condoms. The nozzle in the bathroom wouldn’t work, so I had to walk through the house. The curtains were closed, but it felt so weird, and kinky, and my dick was really enjoying this. I actually dripped some pre-cum on the hallway floor. 
 
    The kitchen sink wouldn’t work. 
 
    I went into the garage, and the laundry sink worked. I put the condoms over the nozzle and watched while they grew bigger. 
 
    How big is a boob? Especially when it is fake and about to be put into a bra like the one I was wearing? 
 
    I liked big boobs, so I let the water build up, and the condom grew bigger and hung down, and I stopped and tied it off. 
 
    I filled the other condom, trying to make sure they were the same size. 
 
    I put them in my bra. 
 
    ‘My’ bra. Not Tanya’s. In some weird way I had fashioned ownership over her lingerie. 
 
    I walked back through the house, now bouncing and jiggling. 
 
    God, it felt good, and I left more pre-cum splatters on the floor. I was really leaking now. 
 
    I looked into the mirror. 
 
    A man with boobs. Fuck! 
 
    I went back to the computer. 
 
    I typed: 
 
    I did it. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    What’s it like? 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    Weird. Sexy. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Are you hard? 
 
      
 
    I didn’t even think about how bizarre this was. I was now officially too horny to think straight. 
 
    I typed. 
 
    I’m really fucking hard. 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    Good. 
 
    Don’t jack off, yet. 
 
      
 
    I typed. 
 
    Why not? 
 
      
 
    DING! 
 
    I want you to do something else. 
 
      
 
    I typed: 
 
    What? 
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been an excerpt from: 
 
      
 
     ‘The Sissy Ride!’ 
 
      
 
    Get it on Amazon!

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are. 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize 
 
      
 
    Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment ! 
 
    I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
    The Stepforth Husband 
 
      
 
    Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    There are MORE full length novels at: 
 
      
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
      
 
    There are also 
 
    Big Erotic Collections! 
 
      
 
    You’ll find massive collections 
 
    of the finest erotica in the world! 
 
    Just like the ones on the following pages. 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more! 
 
    Quivering Buns 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more! 
 
    The Whisper of Flesh 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press. 
 
    Many of them are five star, 
 
    all of them are hot and steamy! 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
      
 
    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
      
 
    Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people. 
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    Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 
 
      
 
    A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
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    Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!
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    GROPPER PRESS  
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    there are new books and stories coming out almost every day! 
 
      
 
    Gropper Press 
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    If you liked 
 
    ‘His Mother-in-Law’s Maid!’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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